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timely and befitting the prescribed propaganda. Me did so and I am
ashamed to record that Parisians, coming from the market with their
shopping-bags full of food Germans hadn't dreamed of for years,
accepted the enemy's propaganda crumbs. Odd remarks drifted
towards us and quite a few settled down in my memory.
"They look like any ordinary people." "They don't look like
people who cut off your fingers." But the one I heard most often
was that the Germans weren't tall, no taller than Frenchmen.
Alongside the Germans little groups of French prisoners were
marching. They were in rags and they were dirty, prisoners in
their own capital, and beside the be-helmeted conqueror they
looked a sorry sight. The sort of sight you refuse to contemplate
even in a nightmare. People rushed out from the crowd and shook
hands with them, the rest waved at them. What could those poor
victims of twenty years of ineptitude do ? They smiled back, tired,
and marched on. Actually they had to run a little to keep up with
their victors.
More and more guns, and the armoured cars patrolling the street.
We turned into a little bistro and sat down. It was quite crowded
and the conversation was all about the Germans. Generally speak-
ing, the impression was favourable. A man with a large gold
watch-chain opined that they were very correct. Correct was a
word I was to hear ad nauseam. "Who would have believed that this
would happen twenty years ago!" was a chance remark overheard.
A young man said, "The better man wins. Look how smart and
well equipped they are." A woman came in. and declared they were
very correct and so young. Then an elderly woman raised her voice
and said, "Yes, they'll behave marvellously in the beginning, but
then they'll become real monsters. I know them. I lived under
German rule for four years in Lille." "It's no good talking of the
past,'1 said a girl, "they're here now and our famous invincible army
was beaten in one month. And they seem to be very decent. No
swank/ "And I bet they won't cut off your hands, nor poke your
eyes out."
The perfectly idiotic propaganda of the past eight months was
beginning to tell. "Where is Reynaud ?" a voice asked. "1 wish I
knew. I'd murder him myself. To deceive us as they all did." "It
was the English who deceived us." Several people looked at us, for
Nona and I, not heeding Paul's warning, were speaking in English.
We went on speaking in English and the talk rolled on, and the
Germans were considered more and more correct.
When we emerged into the street again artillery was still moving
along. The crowd was slightly thinner. And then I heard in the